| Reserve the right to be 


After all these years, never does Emil 
fail to amaze me with things that most 
of us mere humans take for granted. 
Emil sees what all we bypass, that tend 
to discard or even dismiss and (for me 
at least) it is many times nothing short 
of amazement, glimmers of second 
thoughts and utter wonderment in... 


“Where did you find that?” 
Such is this book. 

Next to his older book on art surfing in 
the alleys of San Fran’s Mission District, 
this is MAY soon to be a more favorite 
of mine, going forward! 


Seine 


HOW WAST TO KNOW? 
[ thought that the milk and cookies 
were for mel 
Just about then, this bis tat auy and 
those midgets broke in... 
and everything went sideways real qick... 
next thing | know, you are upset and 
there's coal overfilling 
your stockings... 


Still early but...we travel so much 
slower these days, | thought | would 
get an early start! 


: MERRY CHRISTMAS... 


Hey! Screw all this New Age, WOKE 
HARMONY SHIT of "Happy Holidays" or 
"Seasons Greeting’ as | come from a 
different time, a place so far removed 


from this that | feel like Moses 
“Lam but, a stranger here in 


this strange land..." 
| am looking for Dr. E. Brown to take 
me back as | had to hock my ruby 
slippers back in OZ to get transit, 


Virus plague Transit Papers 
and now | want to go home! 
Brother, Hey Dude! Spare a dime, 
a quarter as | need all your chump 
change as there is a Happy Meal 
calling my name! 


He is a rather odd, a most elderly 
gentleman who seems to be completely 
lost in his (seemingly) endless stories of 

chronic mishaps & misadventure(s)... 


He isn't dangerous! 
He hasn't bit anyone... 
at least, not yet... 
Just nod as he passes and hurry 
on about you daily business... 
he will never notice the slight nor take 
offence to this rudeness. 
"God protects fools, madmen and 
prophets...” 
Let God determine which is which... 
out here in Emil's sad sack journey 
through life!" 


“| JUST HEARD THE OTHER DAY...” 
"| reserve the right to grow wiser over 
time” was always kind of my standard 
working mantra that | used to refer to 
my not always successful attempt at 
trying to muddle through my life’s 
seemingly, my continuous “work-in- 
progress’ movements. 
| am NO longer sure this is allowable? 
| have been assured by far brighter 
minds than mine who are/were on the 
inside the loop that it has already been 
decried that such freedom of individual 
thought/action(s) can NOT/will NOT be 
tolerated in the Brave New WOKE 
World of the New People's Republic of 
Amerika. Juz a heads up, Dudes! 


“| JUST HEARD THE OTHER DAY...” 
| am NOT sure that we are allowed this 
former right as Founding Father Pappy 
Biden and Commissar Harris of the 
Great New People’s Republic of 
Amerika have recently went done 
a Skype Conference Call to dutifully 


instructed us (collectively) that: 
e Individual thought is counter-revolutionary 
to the WOKE Harmony of the Brave New 
Order of the Great Reset... 
¢ Individual thought must be suppressed and 
rejected by all good Denizens while Pappy 
7 rallied us to expose these troublemakers... 
¢ By trying to think for ourselves, we are 
f selfish...we are disrespectful of all of our 
fellow comrades, we are (in fact) traitors to 
the World’s cries to usher in this Brave New 
Age of the Great Reset FOR HUMANITY. 
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“| JUST HEARD THE OTHER DAY...” 
Thus, | fear for the person who still 
would dare to utter these forbidden 
thoughts as you know Comrades that 
there are WOKE PC Warriors and their 

bidding CCP Agents are everywhere! 

Every one of them is listening and 
many more are taking note(s)-making 


purge lists for the promise of upcoming 
Show Trials and social distancing. 
Nonetheless, | do admire the courage 
that it took to verbalize what so many 
still hold dear...a new cry rises up! 


UP THE REVOLUTION... 


CAMPERS ADO! 


See...| had it all planned...l had a plan 
and like Colonel Smith always use to 
say '| love it when a plan comes 
together..." 

And it was...on paper, it made perfect 
sense and | have rather proud to be 


able to take credit for it’s creation! 
The Hobo Tour was going on vacation 
to Paris...YES! | did say Paris... 
With the cheapo airfare coming in at 
about $700 USD...it was a doable 


venture even on my starvation expense 


account allowance from my 


Corporate Slave Masters @ WWWG* 
*TWIT your distaste to them for the Socialist 


Manner in which they keep me as the poster Child of 


Poverty and encourage them towards reparations. 
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CAMPERS ADO! 


Paris...| hear you... 
It can be very expensive... 
But, it doesn't need to be and it can be 
downright, it can be rather reasonable 
if you are willing to forego little things 


like hot water, windows that work or 
have an upscale brand of plastic 
instead of more pricey glass and if you 
can do without a door that actually 
locks... 

Like who needs locks? Any decent 
robber would surly look around, feel 
awful bad for my plight/poverty and 

| have no doubt (they might even) 

leave a donation out of sheer pity. 


CAMPERS ADO! 

All was set, | was ready to hit that buy 
now button...including the lucky 
purchase of a non-refundable 
plane ticket on Magic Carpet Airlines. 
THEN... ONLY by utter luck; my old 
Panasonic Toughbook decided to burp 
and by the time that | got it rebooted, 
The government had announce the 
first lockdowns... “just a couple weeks” 
they assure everyone... “No Problem!” 
So...anyway! The plan is still in play and 
one day, | will put it into motion and | 
will look anyone who dares to stop me; 
| will look them in the eyes (or eye 
depending on the person); | will hiss 
out a warning “I pity de fool that tries!" 


CAMPERS! 
@ 
This is the first actual work that | have 
done in the past 2 months... 
DAMN USA Politics, 
DAMIN Politico Gangsters, 
DAMN Greedy Merchants 
with their dedication to only their own 
self-interest/corruption/CCP Paydays 
It juz so seemed that they all needed 
to be run out of...to be cleared from 
our faded Temple of Democracy. 


YEA! 


| know...| ain't Jesus! 


“SURE | KNOW GRANNY” 
Some dayz, ya are hungry like de wolf - 
all full of conning, wit and boldness 


"Hey there Girl! 
Ya! 

Ain't you cute in that red hoodie...! 
What brings ya so far down 
here in de hood? 

Girl, ya know it ain't safe? 

Let me help ya... 

Granny's house? 

Sure | know Granny-nice old gal!" 


Other dayz, Red sprays ya with Moose 
Mace, calls ya a sexist pig and her 
Antifa Friend blindsides ya with a 
board as they steal your wallet... 


| REMEMBER WANDA... 

In many a way, she was an rather odd 
thinking gal from off in a distant, an 
ancient age where women had no 
rightful place at the table other 
than as a food/beverage server... 
Regardless of all this, she had been 
taught by her father that there was no 
limits to what she could do if she was 
willing to pay the price...A price? 
He explained there was always one. 
Some were obligations while others 
could prove bitter or in the end, just 
plain sad due to the world, into this 
senseless age into which she was born. 
She never let go of that lesson and 
played it out to her final days. 


| REMEMBER WANDA... 
She never took prisoners and was 
always more than willing to lay her 
entire way of life to utter waste... 
Burn it all to the ground... 
If ONLY for the sole purpose of driving 
her closer to her never ending need; 
her consuming desire to win... 


“Going nuclear for victory!” 
She always reminded me that: 


“The ending victories would be all that is 
remembered by history.” 
Then, she winked and told me that this 
was because she would be the last one 
standing and that she would by default 
write that history...To this very day, 
| do still miss her greatly! 


“HAD A BAD DREAM” 
Campers! 


| was back in that roach hotel out in 
an abandoned industrial zone 
in South-Central Hong Kong... 
There is a knock on the door 
and even without answering... 
| knew who it was, without the 
need to look through the key hold! 
Who else could find me so 
quickly...even after just 
swimming ashore, late last night? 
It was my dear old buddies 
from the CCP Thought Police 
(Hong Kong Division) and 


“HAD A BAD DREAM” 
They were saying that the 
Detainment Center was NOT 
the same without me... 

Like they REALLY missed me? 
Even the Re-Education Division's Chief 
Lady Educator was heard to be 
asking about me... 


“Pinning away for me... 


dare you say so???" 
They said "NO! Not so..." 
But, | was still wondering... 
You know | have my willy way(s)... 
After all, |amamale 
Doris Day... 
Am | NOT...Bubba? 


“HAD A BAD DREAM” 

Just about then, | was awoken by 
the sounds of all of the Island’s cadre 
of mean-spirited and world-wide 
recognized for being downright, radical 
socialist that to my mind...they 
bordered upon almost being outright, 
the poster children of 
Marxism bullying... 

Yes Campers, | am talking of the 
Transgender Chickens of Penang who 
NOW (In a global harmony) decided to 
put on their big boy Rooster pants as 
they squawked wildly in a vain attempt 
to seem like a crow about a still 
far distant dawn... 

Just as | was to find out...was |??? 


“HAD A BAD DREAM” 
| had this idea...It's was to be a freebie, 
promotion kind of thing for all those 
suffering, long time readers but, first- 
time WOKE TWIT Posters... 
“And, if you are the twelfth lucky 
poster; you will receive this post 
at NO additional charge or whiny 
complaining by a elderly, a most sad 
artist who has been too long without 
the healing powers of Cuban Rum.” 
Well, itis a dry country or might as well 
be one based on what these mafia, 
bootleg importers here are demand for 
the fake rubbing alcohol spiced up with 
brown dye #6 that they tried 
to sell me aged, Cuban Rum from 


“HAD A BAD DREAM” 

a treasure trove of newly unearthed, 
vintage rum left over from what must 
have been the days of the long 
dismantled British Colonial Raj without 
even a slight hint of a stutter nor did 
they feel any compiling need 
to look away as they told me 
all this B.S... 

And...you thought that all the biggest 
crooks were in politics... 
| did too until | was introduced with 
and had the most distinct displeasure 
of have to deal with their more 
crooked cousins, here in the island’s 
illegal booze import business! 


“LIKE A LITERARY CHERNOBYL” 
Old site is still there...hidden way off 
the main boulevard, isolated and roped 
off like a literary Chernobyl from which 
humans can not transit in safety due to 
its evil stink of being utterly without 
any social redeeming value...due to it’s 
UN-WOKENESS...it’s common sense. 
Maybe, just maybe... was being taught 
a valuable like lesson by the great gods 
of Technology, our Master Overlords of 
Information and self-proclaimed 
owners of OUR Internet... 

They denied me access and privileges 
in their private, Disney-like theme park 
of social awareness...called the Face- 
de-Book (bookies?) & the TWIT... 


“LIKE A LITERARY CHERNOBYL” 
Anyway...Campers! 
| am like totally locked out...my hand- 
stamp barcode has been voided and 
declined... 


BUT, CAMPERS... 


YES! You (over there in the corner) can 


still go look at a see... 
Maybe be the one to discover where | 
went wrong... 

Announce what my great counter- 
revolutionary, my utmost anti-social sin 
was that caused my sudden fall from 
grace...and the lost my Prime 


Membership, too...? 
httos://www.facebook.com/Emil.the.artist/videos 


“BEING FREE TO BE ME..." 
At least, that is how | passed it off back 
in Vegas (2006)...Never been at all 
comfortable with explaining myself... 
| HEAR YA! 

There is NORMALLY no explaining or 
excusing in this world to get me a free 
pass... redemption or even early 
bail from the drunk tank... 

"It was entrapment! They never told 
me that they were with the FBI! You 
think that | would have gone along 
with all that if | actually knew who they 
were...Yes! | might have been too deep 
into the glass (Illegal Cuban Rum) when 
they asked if | wanted to make some 
fast cash...| think they mentioned some 
good cigars, too..." 


“SEEMS WE WERE MEANT TO MEET!" 
It had been a long day of what had 
been an endless wait to get across the 
river. The ferry was broken mid-stream 
and they were stuck on repairing it on 
local time — which means that we may 
be here for a while. 
| know you are saying, we could get 
back in the government supplied land 
cruiser and head up stream 50 klicks 
and cross at the International Bridge 
of Corporation and just be 
done with that. 
| repressed the need to explain the 101 
reasons why that would not be a great 
idea and it was critical to cross here 
because Mr. Somsak is waiting with his 


“SEEMS WE WERE MEANT TO MEET!" 
contacts...they are looking at us now 
from across the river and if we turn 

and leave, the deal will be off... 


So, we wait! 


The great thing about life is that when 
time becomes meaningless it is on you 
to take stalk of the world floating by 
you...that is when | saw the young lady 
from the People’s Army stuck in the 
same reality as us... 

She was interesting to watch as these 
People’s Liberation Army types have 
the same level of attention disorders as 
this embassy hack type, a European 
crook/stooge with little knowledge or 


“SEEMS WE WERE MEANT TO MEET!" 
care to learn about local customs (this 
is the yahoo that we were sadly tasked 
to help set up this meeting with Mr. 
Somsak’s business partners). 
What caught my attention was that she 
wasn't manically pacing the river bank 
or cursing the laziness of the ferry’s 
deckhands' inability to get the ferry 
moving. Instead, she was as resigned 
as we were and that made me want to 
Start a conversation with her... 
She was a rare treasure... 
Common sense stopped my impulse as 
the last thing | needed was a rational 
People’s Army type getting concerned 
as to my motives for chit-chat and 


“NEVER DOES EMIL FAIL TO...” 


Emil is at Penang Port - Batu Feringgi 
“SEEMS WE WERE MEANT TO MEET!" 
| realized that would lead to an interest 

in what a land cruiser full of trouble 
makers were doing on her watch...it 
couldn’t end well...so, | turned my stare 
back to the ferry and prayed that it 
would sputter back to life before she 
took a similar interest in me. 


TIME IS THE CRUELEST CARD... 
It is either too little or 
it arrives far too late. 

The cruelest is that (at times) we 
have too much of it laying about 
and with that; 
almost all of our troubles elect to 
utilize this time to descend down on us 


with the arrogant smile from Old Lady 
Luck who just rode in from Tulsa on the 
Greyhound with her other pit bulls, 
Faith and Karma running amok, all 
about the bus station platform. 
And all she offers is a slight smile as 
she explains “You ain't in this deep 


”) 


enough for my efforts to help you. 
“hang in there- 
l’ll be over in the Gift Shop.” 


| just heard the other day... 
"| RESERVE THE RIGHT TO GROW 
WISER OVER TIME" 
Which | am longer sure is allowable 
Can NOT be tolerated in the Brave 
New PC World in the New People's 
Republic of America 
| am NOT sure that we are allowed this 
former right as Pappy Biden and 
Commissar Harris have instructed us 
The individual thought is 
counter-revolutionary 
The individual thought must be 
suppressed by the masses... 
In thinking for ourselves, we are selfish 
We are traitors to this 
Brave New PC World 


| just heard the other day... 
"| RESERVE THE RIGHT TO GROW 
WISER OVER TIME" 

Thus, | fear for the person who dares 
to even utter, harbor such thoughts 
for you know that there are angry 
TWIT, all those WOKE PC Warriors 
and their bidding agents, everywhere 
everyone is listening, many taking 
note(s) and jotting down names... 
Nonetheless, | do admire the courage 
that it took to verbalize what so many 
still hold so dear...to sing it from the 
rooftops, whisper it down the alleyway. 


UP THE REVOLUTION... 


WON'T GET FOOLED AGAIN! 


To Sarah! 
Happy Birthday to you and the kids in 
Mexico City! 

"Yes, | believe you are correct and 


that it is true that you are ONLY as far 
away as your heart..” 


And, the heart is always our home! 
Unless that is your Uncle... 
Still, he hates me for 
being a gringo, 

Uhh?? 


Happy Birthday! !!! 


“RECALLING THOSE EMPTY YEARS” 
The only thing | could force myself to 
remember was my long life...recalling 

all of those empty, endless years of 
thoughtless wondering and whining 
about how unexciting life really was... 

What dawned slowly on me, as the 

truth secretly crypt up from behind 

my right shoulder and | understood the 
truth as it slapped me across the face 
with the simple revelation of how it 
was my own fault due to the fact that 
| have consistently made nothing but 

bad choices, even worse selections and 
have prided and bragged about how 

| always kicked opportunity away even 
when it bit me squarely on the butt... 


“RECALLING THOSE EMPTY YEARS” 
It seemed like a God given gift and who 
was | to challenge GOD??? 


"So...it really isn't my fault... 


it was my fate...Karma too" 
| snapped back! 

All the same, | have been so rather 
proud of, | have spent countless hours 
sitting about and bragging over my 
consistent ability- my God given talent 
to release the dogs of havoc, inserting 
drama into what seemed a straight 
forward, a rather straight forward, 

a most simple path through life. 
But, then, again, this is a reflection of 
who | really am and not what | would 
like or fancy myself to be. 


“RECALLING THOSE EMPTY YEARS” 
Truthful, this is the core of all my sad 
shack tales, these misguided tales of 
adventure and as to old lady luck’s 
consistent amusement to set great 
opportunities in my path seemingly 
just to see how well | made a mess of it 
While smilingly, she rejoiced over how 
utterly well | would turn riches into 
poverty, success into disastrous failure 
of serious Biblical Proportions having 
developed utter defeat into a 
keen style of sick art form. 
She constantly bragged how, every 
time, | seeming to rout victory, hijack it 
and run it over the cliff — actually, | 
have literally done that...that is 
another story(s) for yet another time! 


Mir. Clyde was more than our driver, 
brave bodyguard as we traveled in-n- 
out of the rougher parts of the 
Riverside Slums; he was a friend and 
brother! 

Over the year we worked on our 
various assignments, he was always of 
good cheer, extreme valor and a quick 
talker - that successfully coned 
our way through various roadblocks 
and checkpoints. 

He was the kind of guy that (after 5 
minutes) you trusted and seemed like 
he was a long, old, lost friend from 
grammar school. 

Sad the embassy wouldn't give him the 
paperwork for refugee status - that 
was just DAMIN wrong! 


Miss Wanda (her English nickname) 
worked in the main office downtown 
and was a sharp gal who could (if 
required) shoot straight/dead on 
target every time-not that she had a 
great need to. there were a couple of 
times, we were glad she tagged along 
on an assignment upcountry. 
The Embassy granted her refugee 
status when we pulled out and | still 
get Christmas cards from her from 
somewhere in New Jersey... 
New Jersey? 
| know! 

But, she had family there. 


Nice gal! 


What can | say, Jennie was this weird 
expat girl who dad had retired from 
the Colonial Services and decided to 
stay in-country rather that take 
his family home. 
Wherever there was a party in the 
capitol, you just knew that she would 
be the literal center of 
everyone's attention. 

She drank too much which she said 
that she picked up from her dad but, 
was (in reality) a nice kid who had 
more or less been left to raise herself 
after the nuns kicked her out of the 
Holy Christ Rosary Girls School because 
he dad was usually drunk by noon and 
her mom had died of the virus, many 
years before. 


BREAKING NEWS! 


Dateline- Washington DC: 
Members of the militant arm of GLMT 
take to the streets of DC to force 
Human anti-goat racists to take the 
knee-Police reported NO arrests as 
"They are like cute little goats, Dude!" 


Fearful tourists flee city. 


BREAKING UPDATE: 


An angry GLMT Riot has just broken 
out in front of our offices-Police refuse 
to stop saying "Hey Dude, they juz cute 

little goats!" as our front door was set 

alight. Heavy armed goats near rear of 
protest were seen directing and 

encouraging GLMT Militant Protesters. 


The Militant Arm of GEMT TAKES TO THE STREET IN DC. 
Ae o 
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“Living In the past” 
Our great guru James spent numerous 
years trying to teach us the falsities 
of living in the past — that it is ONLY 
a overgrown graveyard of various 
missteps, misdeed and good intentions 
all of which are nothing more than an 
ankle bracelet tie to prevent us from 
moving on to the present — our future! 
After all this enlightenment, there are 
things so deep, dark and entrenched in 
my soul that | can't let go, never seem 
to be able to set them aside or little-a- 
lone kick them to all to the curb as 
Guru James deemed proper! 


“Living In the past” 
Maybe, | am an old foolish man — 
sitting out here out here on this creaky 
old park bench and see... 
| do truly get it, | understand that 
when you truly love someone- 
you do what's best for them NOT you. 


Shara's family was old, proud Spanish 
Family of some ancient nobility and 
that would have made our live 
together rather impossible as they 
could never accept me, who | was and 
that would have killed her to be torn 
between me and her family. 


“Living In the past” 
So, the most honourable thing is also, 
one of the most regrettable thing that 
even James could NEVER erase from 
me or for that matter, Shara either. 
We are both less than what we could 
have been for doing the right thing. 


On overcast days of the coming winter 
and birthdays, | am still locked into this 
recall! What else am | to do? 
Seems that what should be right is 
NOW wrong...What was once truth is 
Now declared to be lies...and in an age 
were we must bend the knee to a 
government of unelected politico 
hacks instead of them serving us-all 
that’s left are my past regrets! 


“SO, WHERE DID THAT COME FROM?” 
See how the mind of a twisted, old fart 
behaves and how easily it can leap 
over the Himalayas in order to make a 
point that wasn’t worth a trip to the 
door little alone an adventure to the 
lost plateaus of the Tibetan Highlands. 
| discovered this on that leap...standing 
frozen, grasping for breath and lost a 
hundred miles from the border that | 
made the decision to cross illegally, 
standing here now as a Red Army truck 
swiftly approached me and my great 
sense to make matters worse... 
| start to run... 

Where? 

“THIS IS AN EMPTY, OPEN PLATEAU ?” 


“SO, WHERE DID THAT COME FROM?” 
You can see ten miles in every direction 
off into the far distanced horizon of 
misty, frosty mountain peaks. 
Now, | understood that | all | had 
achieved was pissing them off more by 
making them have to chase my further 
than they had desired to...wanted too! 


Twisted! 


| tell you...If ya haven’t figured all this 
out already or that you haven’t taken 
wagers out already against me on 
arriving at a good outcome on this... 
| seem to have pretty poor odds in the 
beating pool on getting out of this 
without (at least) a major beating. 


“SO, WHERE DID THAT COME FROM?” 
What you don’t see...Yes! It’s there! 
What you can’t see is a saving grace to 
everything that happens or that is 
about to happen me as it would seem, 
at the very last minute, my low rent, 
cheapskate of a guarding angel (if you 
believe in this sort of thing) rides in on 
the Greyhound from Tulsa and 
somehow pulls my old butt out of the 
roasting fire...just enough that | live for 
yet one more Sad Sack, Hobo tour. 
The key here that she ONLY arrives on 
scene at the very last minute and never 
has even any extra, even second-hand 
good luck to spare in her traveling pack 
And | if ask she doesn’t hesitate to 
turns her twin Pit bulls upon me. 


“| HAVE A PAST.. 

BUT | DON’T LIVE THERE ANYMORE” 
ARE WE GETING ALL MUSHY ON YOU? 
Not really, that isn’t our style to get 
all gooey on you with some worn 
out slogans and Hallmark Cards. 
But, here we are just doing this! 


SO WHAT GIVES? 


We once did a special cover on this 
because there was so much truth in 
what the young lady was saying. 
She said that she has a past 
“But I don’t live there anymore.” 
That blew us away! 

That says everything that needs to be 
said. We all have a past. 
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“| HAVE A PAST.. 
BUT | DON’T LIVE THERE ANYMORE” 
Some past experiences 
were good, others bad, some strange. 
Hopefully, they were all part of the 
process that brought us together 
at this point in time. 

The moral of the story is that the past 
is gone, it’s all dust and ash - no matter 
how much we try to cover ourselves 
with these ashes of regrets, 
we cannot change what was. 

No matter how long we stand still, 
no matter how we bury ourselves in 
the ruins of our past mistakes, 
no matter how much we feel the need 
to extend the pain and suffering that 
we taste, we cannot change a thing. 


FREE SNOWDEN! 
Had he done this when there was a 
Republican President; he would have 
been hailed as the second coming of 
Daniel Ellsberg with his work being far 
greater than the Pentagon Papers and 
we would have hailed this all as a 


scandal far greater than Watergate... 


Right Carl! 


Instead, his biggest mistake was 
that it was a Democrat in the Office 
of the President... 

Double standards too the extreme!!! 


FREE SNOWDEN! 


He is a hero more so than two cub 
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What is your opinion about this quote? 
Check out our 2017 interview w...Read more 


Arguing that you don't 


because you have nothing 
to hide is no different than 
saying you don't 


because you have 
nothing to say. 


Edward Snowden 


© Freedom of the Press Foundation, __ 
Creative Commons Attribution 4.0 International 
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FREE SNOWDEN! 


reporters from the Washington 
Post...who merely lucked into that 
whole story of Watergate because 
they were stuck answering 
the phones in the Newsroom. 
And who never had nothing to lose 


except, MAYBE, parking fees! 


He told us the hard truth... 
Exposed the seeds of the crimes of 
Deep State Swamp! 

He truly gave us truth that was 
far greater than Ellsberg's ever did! 
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Cadre for Artistic Freedom. You too 
can a become a part of the 
Revolutionary Cadre for Artistic 
Freedom to be able to afford a decent 
meal or pay the overdue water bill by 
buying my books...Indeed, you can 
Comrade Book Buyer! 
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v Read more 


Are you an author? 


Books By EMIL WEST 


Help us improve our Author Pages by 
updating your bibliography and 
submitting a new or current image and AllFormats | Kindle Edition | Paperback 
biography. 
https://www.amazon.com/EMIL- 
WEST/e/BOOASSUHJS? ref =dbs p ebk rO0 abau OOO0O000&fbclid=lwA 
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, Shall We Meet Again in Paris 
Shal! We Meet by Emil West and Seine LaGone | Sold by: Amazon.com Services LLC | Oct 4, 2020 


erin | {h Past Kindle Edition 
$()20 kindleunlimited 


Free with Kindle Unlimited membership Learn 
More 


Or $2.99 to buy 


On the Road to Deplatforming: Volume 3 


by Emil West and Seine LaGone | Sold by: Amazon.com Services LLC | Sep 27, 2020 


Kindle Edition 
$()00 \incleunlimited 


Free with Kindle Unlimited membership Learn 
More 


Or $2.99 to buy 


On the Road to Deplatforming Volume 2 

by Emil West and Seine LaGone | Sold by: Amazon.com Services LLC | Sep 24, 2020 
Kindle Edition 

$()2 kincleunlimited 


Free with Kindle Unlimited membership Learn 
More 


to buy 


https://www.amazon.com/EMIL- 
WEST/e/BOOASSUHJS?ref =dbs p ebk r0O abau OOOO000&fbclid=lwA 
ROYwQLuCMpjJiNOFuberx50Gh2631297r OabiTtx2-dnTaJY7RI2VoUgG8 


On the Road to Deplatforming : Volume 1 

by Emil West and Seine LaGone | Sold by: Amazon.com Services LLC | Sep 22, 2020 
Kindle Edition 

$()00 hindleunlimited 


Free w 
More 


th Kindle Unlimited membership Learn 


Or $2.99 to buy 


Yesterday Don't Matter No More 

by Emil West and Seine LaGone | Sold by: Amazon.com Services LLC | Jun 15, 2020 
Kindle Edition 

$()00 \incleunlimited 


Free with Kindle Unlimited membership Learn 
More 


Or $2.99 to buy 
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Lebsraum 1945 

by Emil West and Seine LaGone | Sold by: Amazon.com Services LLC | Sep 10, 2020 
Kindle Edition 

$()00 kincleunlimited 


Free with Kindle Unlimited membership Learn 


More 


Or $2.99 to buy 


https://www.amazon.com/EMIL- 
WEST/e/BOOASSUHJS?ref =dbs p ebk r00 abau OOO0000&fbclid=lwA 
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On the Road to Thailand 


by Emil West and Seine LaGone | Sold by: Amazon.com Services LLC | Sep 20, 2020 


Kindle Edition 
§()00 unlimited 


Free with Kindle Unlimited membership Learn 
More 


Or $5.99 to buy 


No Redemption Required 
by Emil West and Seine LaGone | Sold by: Amazon.com Services LLC | Jul 7, 2020 


Kindle Edition 
$() kincleunlimited 
Free with Kindle Unlimited membership Learn 


More 


Or $2.99 to buy 
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The Long, Dusty Road Home: To Berlin or Bust 1943 - 1945 


by Emil West | Sold by: Amazon.com Services LLC | Jan 25,2017 


Kindle Edition 
$9) unlimited 


Free with Kindle Unlimited membership Learn 
More 


Or $1.99 to buy 


THE LONG, DUSTY ROAD HOME: 10 NERLIN OR DUST 
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WEST/e/BOOASSUHJS?ref =dbs p ebk r0O abau OOO0000&fbclid=lwA 
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COMING HOME FROM PRISON...AN UJS EMPLOYMENT GUIDE 
by Emil West | Sold by: Amazon.com Services LLC | Mar 26, 2017 

Kindle Edition 

$()00 kincleunlimited 


Free with Kindle Unlimited membership Learn 
More 


Or $1.99 to buy 


‘ i : Nothing to Fear . 
othing by Emil West and Seine LaGone | Sold by: Amazon.com Services LLC | Jun 29, 2020 


® — Kindle Edition 
ear! 
to r $00 unlimited 


Free with Kindle Unlimited membership Learn 
More 


Or $2.99 to buy 
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Berlin Cafe 
BERLIN by Emil West, Emil West, et al. | Sold by: Amazon.com Services LLC | Apr 28, 2018 


Cafe Kindle Edition 
$0) kincleunlimited 


Free with Kindle Unlimited membership Learn 
More 


Or $2.99 to buy 


https://www.amazon.com/EMIL- 
WEST/e/BOOASSUHJS?ref =dbs p ebk r0O abau OOOO000&fbclid=lwA 
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“NEVER DOES EMIL FAIL TO...” 


The Edge of My Memory: Washington Heights Gallery, San Diego 
22 - 29th February 2020 CE Kindle Edition 


by Emil West (Author, Illustrator), Seine LaGone (Editor) Format: Kindle Edition 


) See all formats and editions 


Kindle 
$2.99 


Read with Our Free App 


Follow the Author There is no easy way, no Readers Digest version of how this edition came into being and even more 
bizarre are the many reasons we had originally declined to publish this edtion submitted by Emil 
§ EMIL WEST +Follow It would not do justice to even attempted its reteling, 

Needless to say, we had not supported Emils unofficial showing at this gallery as atthe time, itwas that 
in the future visions of the gallery owners only. 
Itwas an interesting urban, anarchist-style of counter-culture that was atempting to create what they 
called ‘Store-Front’ Galleries where the art would be spread out in (many times abandon) store fronts 
rin near deserted, strip malls. 
Knowing this and how protective the art community are of their imagery and (if! am being truthful) how 
hin-skinned they are when it comes to counter-fevolutionary, selt-styled trend setters - just ask Andy 
Warhol if you need any future proof; we were 
ery much dead set against Emil doing this show. 
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464 Tweets 
Home 


Explore 
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@emil 


Edit profile } 
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Founder of the Revolt 


ionary Cadre for Artistic Freedom - A Revolutionary Cadre for 
Artistic Freedom to be able to afford a decent meal, pay the overdue water 

(] Joined November 2020 

Profile ng 28 Followers 
More 


Tweets Tweets & replies Media 
S 36) Emil West @emil_west - | 2 


VWec | 


cc: @Transition46 @realDonealdTrump @RealRLimbaugh @gilennbeck 
Q@NYYRC 


@maddow 


seanhannity @dbongino @SebGorka @marklevinshow @RaheemKassam 
@yrnf @joeBiden @jfradioshow 


tr 26) Emil West @emil_west 


Campers & fellow Travelers! P 


LZ explain why ya & your Peeps treat these 
corrupt politicos who have spent a lifetime living on your tax $$, why you 
treat them like rock stars instead of the hired help they really are? 
#WarRoomPandemic @Transition46 @realDonaldTrump 
@RealRLimbaugh 


A people that elect 


corrupt politicians, 
imposters, thieves and 
traitors are not victims... 


but accomplices. 


- George Orwell 
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@emil_west 


Founder of the Revolutionary Cadre for Artistic Freedom - A Revolutionary Cadre for 
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28 day summi@afy with change over previous period 


Tweets Tweet impressio' 


1,158 4237.6% 120K £170 1% 13.9K 41,604.39 


Emil West @emil_west - 8h 

CAMPERS: Live from the Lincoln Bedroom... 

“IT’S AN EVENING WITH HUNTER! 

In this episode, Pappy Biden is down tn the bunker-leaves Hunter/Miss Judy 
to party hardy-all night long! 

Here on SHOWTIME CCP. 

#WarRoomPandemic @Transition46 @realDonaldtirump @RealiRLimbaugh 
@glennbeck 


